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With the house now quiet, Dave collected his laptop and crept out to the patio. The air was still warm and the 


jacarandas were in full bloom, their scent this and heavy. 


Setting the computer on a small table, Dave took a moment to admire the view. The city twinkled below him, a 


million stars all waiting to be discovered. He was one lucky motherfucker. 


Well, in some ways. Love was a whole other arena With two marriages now behind him and three kids to raise, 
Dave was painfully lonely. Finally admitting the truth to himself was equally as painful, leaving him to languish in 
the closet for fear of losing all that he had. Finding someone was willing to keep his secret was harder. 


So, keeping his profile as vague as possible and using a photo of his dog instead of himself, Dave had signed up 
for a dating agency specifically for single gay dads. 


COOKIE DOUGH DAVE 
Nearly 50 with three princesses to raise. | lke my coffee hot, my food good, my bkes fast, and my music loud. 
Full time Dad and part time rock star. One dog called Tiny who's anything but: 


Location: Los Angeles. 


He'd had a few hits and taken a few dates. But it seemed that the site was populated by guys who got off on 
hitting on newly single Dads. They seemed to like the challenge of being with someone who'd just crawled from 
the closet and it worried Dave that, sooner or later, something bad would happen. Not that he was particularly 
worried about sullying his own name. But he did have three children to think of and didn't want to drag them in 
to the dark side of a relationship gone wrong. 


He didn't want anyone with a young, nubile body. And he knew that whoever he ended up with would, like 
himself, have baggage. He just wanted to be with someone who got him. However, most people in the music 
industry weren't like him. And there were fewer who wanted more than a one night stand. Dave didn't want to 


be notches on a bed post. He wanted to be the sanctuary that someone else came home to. 

In the distance, he heard a rumble of thunder and a shiver crept along his spine. Pulling the table in to an 
alcove, Dave curled up on a cushioned seat and began to browse the site. Much like shopping on Amazon, there 
were so many different people. He'd become accustomed to scanning the profiles and reading between the lines. 
He was just about to click on a prospective profile when a message popped up on the screen 

Hi from another part time rock star and coffee lover! 

Curious, Dave clicked the guy's profile and couldn't stop the smile that crossed his lips. The messenger had 


been another David and his profile stated that he was in Arizona. He had two college age kids, was recently 
divorced and, when he wasn't playing with his band, he was busy with his own coffee company. Dave clicked 


reply. 

You have your own fuckin’ coffee company?! 

He waited while the other guy typed a message. 

You bet | do! What kind do you like? 

What kind of coffee do | lke? As long as its hot and strong, Hil drink it. 

Dave browsed the guy's profile as they typed back and forth. He looked to be slightly smaller than Dave and 
had waves of caramel coloured hair that fell around his shoulders. All of his photos showed him with either a 
Starbucks cup or his bass guitar. 

Coffee.. 


Bass guitar.. 


Dave's heart stilled and, following the latest message about how the other David roasted his beans, Dave took 


a chance. 


David? As in David Ellefson? From Megadeth? 


There was a pause that felt that like an eternity before he saw that the other man was typing. Even then, it 


seemed to take him a while to compose whatever he wanted to say. 
/ am. Who's this? 


Dave could feel the sweat prickling the back of his neck. He pushed a wave of dark hair from his face before a 


wicked smile lit up his face. 
Hl give you a clue. | was hospitalised for overindulgng in coffee. 


There was another pause. This time it seemed as though David was doing the thinking. Finally a reply came 


through. 

Dave Grohl?! 

Dave laughed to himself and he pulled the laptop on to his knees. 
You got it in one, buddy. Good fo talk to you, David 


Dave thought that it would end there. He thought that David would sign off and disappear. Instead, the other 


man sent him a message that included his phone number. 

Message me. Id love fo talk more. 

Not one to over think things, Dave plugged the number in to his phone and sent David a message. 

Now you have my number. Message me whenever. DG 

When they finally signed off, Dave was smiling so much that his face hurt. His heart also ached. David had 
talked him through the reasons behind his divorce. A gay man who was in a religious organisation and who had 
used it, and his marriage, to hide the fact. He'd finally caved and started the walk along the same lonely road 
that Dave had discovered himself on His story was very similar, bar the religion part, and his heart went out 
to the other man. For over an hour, they'd traded stories as two musicians lost in a world that they barely 


seemed to understand. In it, Dave felt like he'd finally found a kindred spirit. 


Shutting down the laptop, he crept back in to the house and into bed. Before he placed his phone on the bedside 


table, he gave it one last glance. 


Sleep well May your dreams be as hot as the coffee you love. 


His body woke up with the sun and, at 5am, Dave was heaving himself from bed. Recalling the previous evening, 


he swiped up his phone and sent a message as he made his way downstairs. 

Morning Hope your cof fee's strong! 

He placed his phone beside the coffee machine and began to load it with fresh grounds. Above him, the girls 
still slept on. They wouldn't wake for another hour or so which gave him enough time to make coffee and 


breakfast and to hopefully chat with his new friend. 


A moment later and a photo came through of a pot of coffee that was so black even the Devil would have 


been scared of it. Dave laughed and quickly snapped an image of the trickle that was slowly filling his own pot. 
Sorry. Mine seems a bit weak in comparison! 

He poured himself a mug and liberally sprinkled sugar into the murky depths. As he did, he kept one eye on the 
phone. His heart ached as he waited, his stomach tightening a little. Could he feel something after just a few 
messages? David was the same as him, a musician lost in a world of heterosexuality. It was a world that could 
be cruel and unforgiving, spitting out those who didn't conform. Was David the safe space that he wished for? 
His phone buzzed and he smiled at the reply. 

Hl perk you up. Give me your address and lil give you something to wake you up every moming 

Oh, really now? 


Yes, really. 


Biting his lower lip, Dave debated what to do. Flicking to the phone's calendar, he cast his eye over his upcoming 


appointment. As luck would have it.. 
Hold that thought. Hl be in Phoenix in a week's time. Want fo perk me up then? 


Youre on, Grohl! 
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For the next week, Dave walked around with his head in the clouds and a smile permanently pasted on to his 


face. His kids didn't notice. His band on the other hand.. 
It was Taylor who caught him sprawled on the couch in the control room. The fairy lights twinkled and a bunch 
of candles dotted the room. The main lights were off, leaving the room bathed in a warm and welcoming light. 


When the drummer lifted Dave's legs and dropped himself on to the end of the couch, Dave finally looked up 
from his phone. 


"So." 
"So what?" Dave asked. 


Taylor nodded towards Dave's hands and the device that was clasped in their palms. The charging cable trailed 
from the bottom and to somewhere over Dave's left shoulder. 


"You've spent a lot of time on that thing recently." 


Dave sighed and locked the screen even though he could see David typing. "| always do. Nothing gets done 
without it these days." 


Taylor's eyebrow arched upwards. "Come on, D. When you're done with that thing you normally toss it to one 


side. But this past few days.. You've been glued to it" 


Curling his feet beneath himself, Dave sat up and settled down beside Taylor. "I've met someone.. At least | 


hope that | have." 


‘Seriously?! Like, after all those shitty, sleazy dates with guys who just wanted to fuck you and dump you, 


you've met someone who you like?" 
Dave smiled softly and nodded. "Yeah, I've met someone | like. I'm hoping that he feels the same way about me." 


He felt Taylor snuggle closer, his head resting on Dave's shoulder as he glanced down at the phone. At that 
exact moment it buzzed with another message and Dave's smile widened. 


You know, the most interesting part of the process is choosing the beans. At least, that's the most interesting part 
for me. Finding the perfect bean for each roast is so crucial to the process. | want every batch to be perfect 


"Does he own a coffee company or something?" Taylor asked. 


Dave grinned. "He does. And he's a musician" 


"Seriously?!" 

"Stop saying that! Yes, seriously. He plays in a band." Dave paused and he felt himself begin to drift. His eyes 
focused on the soft pricks of light and he let his hands rest in his lap. "A fairly popular band. Our paths have 
crossed a couple of times but not enough for us to get to know one another, if that makes sense. Like, we 
know each other on sight but know very little about the other, bar their band." 

"And you met completely by chance?" 

"By chance on a website," Dave murmured. "He messaged me and | guessed who he was." 

"And you're going to see him?" 

Sinking back in to the couch, Dave nodded. He felt Taylor shift a little, his hair tickling Dave's cheek 

"You sure that's a good idea? It seems quick, D" 

"Since when have you been worried about me?" Dave softly asked. 


"Every fuckin day after you decided to follow your heart. Don't want you getting hurt or anything." 


Dave smiled and turned his head to press a kiss to the top of Taylor's head. The other man smelled of sweat 


and strawberries. "You don't have to worry. If this is meant to be, itll all work out." 


Arizona was hot and dry, which was a pleasant change from the hot humidity of California. Dave had been 
itching to get off the plane. He had a single meeting to go to and then he'd make a break for his hotel and, 
hopefully, a chat with his new friend. 


There'd been internet on the plane but David had been busy. Like himself, David had his fingers in lots of pies 
and sometimes messages were a little on the sporadic side. Dave could go for hours without hearing from him 


before a flurry of dings alerted him to David's presence. 


Over the past days, they'd talked about everything and anything. Dave had explained about how his own divorce 
had come about. It had been fairly simple; he could no longer live the lie that he'd been caught up in ever since 
fame had clutched his life. While he wasn't yet ready to crawl out of the closet, his heart lay with people 
other than his wife. It had broken both of them to leave the other. But, for their own sanity, it needed to be 


done. 


Now Dave was free, and scared. He knew that, behind his back, whispers were already beginning to stir. 
Someone that he'd no doubt slept with had said something to someone else and now the initial words of a 


rumour were beginning to creep back to the band. Sooner or later, he would need to say something. But he 
wasn't yet ready to open that door and walk out. He needed someone beside him. Someone who understood 
what his life was like. Someone like.. 


As he stepped in to a cab, his phone chimed and he smiled. 


How was your flight? | hope that you're not too shook up as Ive got a couple of new blends to test out. And you 
seem like the perfect guinea pig 


There'd been a time when Dave couldn't type to save his life. He wasn't great with technology and grasping a 


touchscreen had, at one point, seemed impossible. Now he could rival most speed typists as his fingers flew 


across the tiny screen 
You should know that hve got a cast iron stomach | can take whatever you throw at me, Ellefson 
Oh, really? Well, we'll see if your mouth is writing checks that your body can't cash 


Dave chuckled to himself. David was feisty and he liked that. Liked someone who would give him a run for his 


month. 
Dont worry. | can cash those checks. You make the coffee and HI drink it. All of it 


Okay, Grohl, you're on Question: Do | need to have an ambulance on standby? Or do | just wait until you think 
you're having a heart attack? Asking for a friend 


Dave laughed so hard that the cab driver nearly swerved off the road. Around them, other drivers leaned 


against their horns. 
Taking several deep breaths, Dave steadied his hands as he typed a reply. 
| lke to lne life on the edge. Dont dial A unless it looks lke Im going fo turn blue. 


The question is, Mr Grohl, how long will it fake for you to return for an encore? Twenty minutes? An hour? And 


will you have a medic with you? 
"Oh," Dave murmured to himself. "You are too fuckin’ much, Ellefson. Too fuckin’ much." 
He paused to consider his reply, his teeth sinking in to his lower lip. Finally, he began to type. 


Dont worry. HI return. Alone. And it won't take as long as you think it wil for me to come and complete your 
challenge. 


Meetings were meetings were meetings. Dave found himself sitting a beige office in a nondescript office block 
surrounded by men in suits. All of them looked at him as though he'd just arrived from Mars. He hardly fit in 
to their world with his long hair, thick rimmed glasses, and slightly torn t-shirt. But they wanted to do 


business and, while management had dealt with the brunt of it, it was Dave's signature that they needed. 

Dave stared at the wall and took in the generic painting of a desert. He could hear their voices, their words 
filled with proposals and the promise of more money than he had use for. In his mind, he was across town and 
in a hotel room, showering and throwing on a slightly less torn t-shirt. 


"Mr Grohl?" 


His eyes snapped towards the man at the end of the table. He looked to be about the same age as Dave yet 


his demeanour and posture said that he felt much older. 
"Yeah? Sorry," he replied. 


"We were just saying that if the terms and conditions are okay with you then we'd like you to sign the 


contract." 
"What's it for again?" Dave asked. "I just want to be doubly sure when | tell the guys back in LA” 
"We want you to do a show, for a minimum of three hours, to open our new venue here in Phoenix." 


Dave smiled softly and held his hand out for the contract. "You guys know that three hours is nothing for the 
Foo Fighters, right? We'll go all night long if you like." 


The man smiled. Dave was sure his name was Berkley. Or Barkley. Something like that. 
"That would be perfect," Berkley, or Barkley, replied. 


Dave took the contract and the offered pen and signed his name. He didn't care how long they'd have to play 
for, or what other promotional hoops they'd have to jump through. He had a chance at spending several long 


days in Arizona. 


He dumped his stuff in the hotel room and hit the shower. David had messaged several times during the 
meeting, each one teasing him more than the last. The final message showed a photo of three unmarked bags, 


each rumoured to hold David's new blends. The threat was real; Dave was going to get fucked up on caffeine. 


For Dave, hotel rooms were normally a bland place to rest his head for a few hours before the next leg of 


their tour kicked off. But this one had the feeling of something a little more special. 


As he stepped from the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist, he paused to look out of the window. The 
sun was beginning to set and the sky was as clear as water. On the horizon hung a haze of red dust thrown 
up by the day's gentle winds. It looked so very different to what he normally saw. Or maybe it was because he 
was seeing it through slightly loved up eyes. 


Come and get it, Grohl 
Dave picked up his phone and grinned. Along with the message was a photo of a fully loaded coffee machine. 
Remind me of your address again 


Oh, come on. Im offering you free coffee and you've already lost my address? Somehow | dont think that's 
happened. 


Dave laughed and let the towel slide to the floor before grabbing the hairdryer. He placed the phone where he 


could see it and a moment later David's address popped on to the screen 


fm on my way! 


He'd found the tshirt that didn't have a hole under the arm and the pair of jeans that weren't soaked in flight 
sweat and grabbed a cab from the front of the hotel. The sky was awash with colours as the sun sank 
towards the horizon and Dave felt his heart flutter. He was finally going to meet David. Sure, they'd only 
started talking a week before but he already felt as though he knew the other man. They may have teased 
one another but there had also been moments of deep conversation. They'd found out why the other was 
single and how they were coping with their new lives. They'd talked about being in the closet and not wanting to 
come out due to who they were. If they'd been some drone in an office then it would have been a different 
matter. But they were men who performed for thousands of people and had millions of fans. While the 
adjustment would be okay for some of those people, there would be others who would want to see their 


careers finished. And neither of them were ready for that yet. 


The drive felt serene. For some reason, Dave could feel himself slowly falling in love with the city. There 
seemed to be something not having the clamour of LA that made him relax. The air felt cleaner and there just 
seemed to be a whole other vibe to the place. Or maybe it was because he could feel those initial loved up 


butterflies swirling around his stomach. 
David's house was a single story adobe-style building on a quiet street. It seemed oddly fitting for a man 
whose life was so loud to be living somewhere that was surrounded by trees and mountains. There was a 


neatly manicured lawn at the front with a number of shade-giving trees dotted across it. 


Dave paid the driver and took a deep breath as he stepped from the car. The street was quiet and Dave could 


hear every thought that whirled around his head. Was meeting David a good idea? What happened if Dave 
didn't want to go home? What happened if they ended up in bed? 


But David was level-headed, right? He'd had decades of dealing with the roller-coaster that was Dave Mustaine. 


David was known as the calm one. He wouldn't do anything to hurt Dave. 


Slowly he walked up the driveway and to the front door. A little porch hung over his head and, beside the 
brown door was a little lamp that would no doubt be lit once the sun began to set. Pressing the doorbell, Dave 
waited. His heart pounded as the seconds stretched in to minutes. Leaning back, he checked the driveway and 
found a car sitting beside the house. 


He heard a soft meow and looking down, Dave found a grey cat winding its way around his legs. Grinning, he 
bent down and picked it up. The cat didn't squirm, instead settling down and beginning to purr. He stroked its 
fur as his heart continued to pound. Should he make a run for it? Should he call the cab back? 


As the questions washed over him, he heard the door open. His eyes came to rest on someone who was 
slightly shorter than him. Their long hair looked freshly washed and was settled around their shoulders. And 
their face broke into the biggest smile as they looked at him. 


"Hey, Dave." 
Dave let out the breath that he was holding. "Hey, David" He nodded to the cat. "This one yours?" 
"Yep. Come on in" 


He stepped over the threshold and placed the cat on the cool, stone floor. Instantly it was gone, its nails clicking 
against the hard surface. Brushing the cat hair from his black shirt, Dave straightened up and looked at David. 
He felt his chest tighten and his knees weaken. While he hadn't come to fall in love with David, there was no 
denying the other man's beauty. The warm afternoon sun twinkled off David's hair and lit up his happy eyes. 


When Dave finally found his voice, he asked, "So what have you got for me?" 


David's smile widened. "I've got you a French roast, a New Orleans roast, and a lighter Cinnamon roast. Follow 


me. 


David could have read him the phone book and Dave would have listened. His voice reeling off a list of coffees 
was, to Dave, the sound of angels singing. As David turned and walked towards the kitchen, Dave followed, 
taking in the house as he did. The walls were decorated with photographs and art. Dave paused to look at a 
couple that showed David back when he was married. His heart lurched as he remembered the pain he himself 


had gone through with the divorce. 


‘lm sorry," he murmured. 


David paused and turned to look at him. "What for?" 
"For what happened to you." Dave pointed to the photographs. "You look so happy.” 


For a moment they were both silent until David nodded. "We were. Deliriously happy. But eventually it became 


too much. | couldn't hide who | truly was. | assume it was the same for you?" 


"Kind of. | knew that | was gay but felt that | had to hide it. So | got married, had kids, and eventually couldn't 
live with myself. 'm sorry for what | put her through." 


"Me, too," David softly replied. "Not sorry about the kids. They're great” 
“All grown up?" 
"Yep, and at college. Yours are still young, huh?" 


Dave chuckled as they continued on to the kitchen. "Yeah, they are. Not sure if I'm looking forward to 


teenagehood or not" 

"You'll get through it" David patted a stool. "Hop up and I'll brew you something." 

Dave did as he was told and laid his phone and wallet on the marble countertop. The kitchen was much like the 
hallway. It was open and airy and filled with knick-knacks. On one wall hung a sign that proclaimed the health 


benefits of early morning coffee while wooden letters spelling out PRAY stood on a shelf. That made Dave's 


stomach drop. 

"David?" 

The other man was bent over the coffee machine and only made a noise to indicate that he'd heard Dave. 
"How does your religion fit in to all of this?" 


He watched as David finished dumping fresh grounds in to the machine and straightened up. The other man 


suddenly seemed a little worn and life-beaten, as though the subject had come up a million times before. 
"Sorry," Dave softly said. "You must have heard that a hundred times already." 


"Is okay" David gave him a smile and leaned against the opposite counter. "H's a perfectly normal question and 
one that, as you said, l've been asked so many times. To answer you, | don't care what anyone else thinks. The 
main message that we come away with is to love our neighbours and to love one another. Luckily, my church 
is supportive and | intend to stay there for as long as | can. What about you, Dave? You're vocal but you've 


chosen to stay in the closet. Is there a reason for that?" 


The coffee machine was beginning to click and gurgle and the warm, welcoming smell of coffee was drifting 


over the kitchen. 


"| don't feel comfortable doing so yet. Its not a case of whether | want to or not. It's just finding the right 
time and the right words to be able to put it across to our fans. | know that my sexuality will alienate some 
of our fanbase. But, at the same time, | feel that it's important for them to know. They need to know that, no 
matter what they're going through, there's someone there who's also experienced the same thing. They're not 


alone in this universe." 


David stared straight at him and, with a blush touching his cheeks, Dave lowered his head. His hair fell over 
his eyes and he wondered why he suddenly felt awkward. Was it because of who he was talking to? Was it the 
religion aspect? Or was it because David was hotter than Hell? The other man was dressed in skin tight black 
jeans and a black button down shirt. Dave.. He'd thrown on a wrinkled black tshirt and his most comfortable 
pair of blue Mom jeans. He didn't exactly look like date material. Heck, he looked as though he was about to go 
out back and mow the lawn. 


He heard liquid being poured and a plain white mug emblazoned with the slogan Coffee Hound was placed in his 


eyeline. 
"That's the New Orleans roast. Let me know what you think" 


Brushing the hair from his face, Dave lifted his head and gave the other man a small smile. "Thanks. You don't 
judge me, do you?" 


"Do not judge, for you too will be judged." 

Dave chuckled and wrapped his hands around the mug. The smell that rose from it was rich and intoxicating. 
Whatever David had done to the beans was pure magic. There was none of the burned smell that sometimes 
came with his take out coffee, nor the weak colour that was in his home brew. Dave took a sip and grinned at 


the other man 


"This," he began, "is amazing. | don't know what you've done to these beans but, damn. This is great stuff! 
What are you going to call it?" 


David's face was an absolute picture with his mile wide smile and sparkling eyes. He truly seemed to have felt 


what Dave was saying, knowing that his words weren't fake. 
"Well, we've got Roast in Peace so | was thinking of something like Take No Prisoners.” 


Its perfect!" Dave took another sip, the thick brew sliding so easily down his throat. "Yeah, | could live on this 
quite easily. When does it go on sale?" 


At that, David laughed. "I'll call you and let you know, okay? And if your cases are free if you throw up a few 


photos on social media." 


"Free coffee in exchange for thirty seconds of work?" Dave raised an eyebrow. "Looks like you've got me 


pegged down already." 


They spent the rest of the afternoon talking and drinking coffee. With three full pots to get through, David 


joined him at the counter. 


They talked about everything and anything; their kids, their bands, their failed marriages. With every passing 
moment Dave found himself endeared to the older man. He watched everything that David did, from drinking to 
flicking a piece of paper between his fingers. He was as happy-go-lucky as Dave was and, with time, Dave felt 


his initial nerves begin to wane. There was nothing to be worried about; David was just like him. 


Finally his bladder told him that it was time to use the bathroom and he asked David for directions. Locked 
behind the white door, Dave relieved himself and let his mind wander over what had happened. He'd taken a 


chance on something that wasn't music and, for once, he felt good about it. 

The sun was beginning to set and, with another meeting scheduled for the morning, Dave knew that it was time 
to start making tracks. Despite his reputation for staying up all night and partying with the best of them, work 
was work and he needed to get some rest before morning. Whether the copious amounts of coffee that he'd 
consumed would let him was another matter. 


Standing at the door, he gave David a sad smile. "I'm sorry that | have to leave." 


David leaned against the wall. "Me, too. Its been a fun afternoon. Thanks for coming by and for all your input. 
It's been a great help." 


"Hey! Not a worry. | love coffee so l'm only too happy to help." 


An awkward silence fell over them and Dave stuffed his hands in his pockets. Both of them went to say 


something at the exact same moment. David laughed and shook his head. 
"You first, Dave." 
"m here for another day or so. | was wondering if you wanted to get dinner or something tomorrow night?" 


"I'd love to." David's smile changed to one that was filled with warmth. "| was wondering if you wanted me to 


drive you back to your hotel. It's no problem." 


Dave felt himself soften and he leaned against the door. "I'd like that. Thank you." 


Night was beginning to paint the sky as they wound their way through the quiet suburb and back out on to 
the highway. Suddenly Dave didn't feel as sad as he done a few moments earlier. David genuinely seemed to 

want to spend time with him. Most people appeared awestruck of Dave and it was something that he'd never 
fully become accustomed to. He was a people pleaser and loved to make friends. To find someone who wanted 


to be that friend made him feel a whole lot better. 


The car was filled with music and Dave reached for a CD case that was jammed in the centre console. He 


looked at the cover and nodded. 
"One from your label?" he asked. 
"One l'm considering. What do you think of them?" 


Turning the case over, Dave read the track listing. The music was loud and screaming, filled with heavy guitars 
and grating vocals. He liked it. 


‘| like them. | think you should give them a call in the morning.’ 


From the corner of his eye, he saw David smile. "I'll do that. I'll even tell them that Dave Grohl told me to call 
them." 


Dave chuckled and pushed the case back on to the centre console. Resting his head against the window, he 
watched the city slide by. The buildings were bathed in the last of the dying sunlight and street lights were 
beginning to dot the sidewalks with pools of orange. He could smell the heat of the day melting away to be 
replaced by the crisp coolness of the night. 

"Bet nights in the desert are amazing." 

"They are," David replied. "If you ever come back, I'll take you out there one night” 


"I'd like that, thanks." 


The orange streetlights flickered across David's face as he turned and smiled at Dave. "Maybe you'll even see 


one of your UFOs." There was a pause before David asked, "Have you ever seen one?" 
Dave grinned. "I'll tell you tomorrow." 


When David pulled up to the hotel's entrance, Dave sagged against the seat. The car was warm and filled with 
first blossoms of a beautiful friendship. He looked to David and reached out to touch the other man's shoulder. 


"Thanks for a great time," he softly said. 


"Thank you. It was fun talking to another musician. Made it even better than you love coffee almost as much 


as | do." 
Dave snorted. "Almost? Please. Call me once it's put you in hospital." 


David's laughter was deep and infectious and Dave found himself laughing with the other man. A hand came to 
rest on his shoulder as David looked for somewhere to lean and, as they both composed themselves, Dave 


found himself leaning a little closer to the blonde-haired man 


There was very little light beneath the hotel's awning and Dave searched David's shadowed eyes, looking for 
any signs that the other man was uncomfortable. When David's hand stroked over his hair, Dave purred and 
leaned in to the touch. A shiver ran along his spine as fingers tickled over his scalp and down to the nap of his 


neck, drawing him in. When David moved closer, Dave found himself mirroring the other man's movement. 


David's lips were as soft as velvet and Dave felt himself sigh as they brushed against his own. His hand crept 
into the other man’s hair, pulling him close as the gentle kiss whispered across their lips. He could hear David's 
breathing becoming a little heavier and his body beginning to relax as some of the obvious tension from earlier 
in the day began to disappear. 


They were silent as they gave themselves over to that first, perfect kiss. Neither wanted to pull away or to 
break the spell that had fallen over the vehicle. Dave could feel himself becoming wrapped in all that David was 
and all that he had to offer. His heart was there for the taking, the love he had to give growing with every 
passing second. Nothing would make him happier than having that special someone to wile away the days with. 
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Even as he lay in bed, Dave could still feel David's velvety soft kisses on his lips. He could feel the other man's 
hand tangling in and tugging at his hair. He could hear their soft moans and quiet, whispered words. On his 


clothes, he could smell David's cologne. 
With just the bedside lamp for company, Dave stared at the bare white ceiling. His mind wandered to those 
last moments and how perfect they had felt to him. To find someone who was on his wavelength was a rarity 


and he was determined to hold on to David at any cost. 


His right hand began to creep towards his short-clad groin. With a soft sigh, Dave wrapped his fingers around 
his cock and slowly began to stroke himself. 


Look, about last night.. 


He was in the middle of a meeting when the message came through. Another bland board room which had the 
most stunning views of the desert. More forgettable artwork hung on the walls and another group of suited 


men talked at, rather than to, him. 


Dave felt his heart drop as he read the four words. Glancing around himself, he picked up the phone and 


unlocked it. 
What do you mean? 


Time seemed to stand still as he watched the other man begin to type. He could no longer hear what was being 
said in the room and had no interest in what they'd previously been discussing. 


| lke you, Dave. Like you a hell of a lot. | just wonder what Im letting myself in for. 


A whole bunch of fun? David, please don't dismiss me yet. | don't know what's going through your head but its all 
wrong Can | come and talk to you? Please? 


Dave peered over his phone to find himself looking in to several pairs of eyes. Pushing his glasses on to his 


head, he rubbed his eyes and took a deep breath. 
"You were saying?" he asked, 
"You next album," the man directly ahead of him began. "We'd like to do a promotion with you. We'll put your 


name on our adverts for a period of two weeks in return for ten tickets that we can give away to your local 


concert." 


Closing his eyes, Dave thought for a moment. This was how business was normally done; months, sometimes 
years, in advance. He'd sign a deal and paperwork would turn up at the studio. It was then someone else's job to 


deal with it and make sure that, as and when the time came, that it would happen. 


"Sure," he murmured. "Sure. Can you have the paperwork faxed to the studio? I'll sign it when | get back and 


return it to you.” 


His heart was pounding as he dared to steal another glance at his phone. Sweat beaded along the back of his 


neck. 


Meet me at the Starbucks on 4750 E hdian School Road 


He drove like a bat out of hell, his heart thundering in his chest. He didn't want to let David down. But, at the 

same time, he wanted David to have the freedom to come and go as he pleased. Both of them had been locked 
in false relationships for so long that it was only fair that they both had the freedom to learn to fly. Even if 
that meant letting someone go and hoping that they returned. 


Dave pulled in to the store's parking lot and looked around. It was a small strip mall with hundreds of other 
cars. In front of the store was David's SUV and his heart dropped. Dave cautiously got out of the car, his feet 
crunching against the sandy parking lot. He wanted to enter the store. But, at the same time, he didn't want to 
know what David had to say. 


The cool wave of the air conditioning washed over him as he walked in to the Starbucks. There was a small line 
at the counter and a few people were sitting at the tables. Some were working while others watched the world 
go by. There, tucked in a corner and looking at his phone, was David. Sunglasses were pushed up on to his head 


and he didn't seem to be engaged with the world around him. At his elbow was a large takeout cup of coffee. 


Switching out his own sunglasses for his normal ones, Dave slowly approached David When he was standing 
beside the other man, he coughed quietly. It took a moment for David to look up and, when he did, Dave felt a 
blush creep up his cheeks. 


"Hey," he quietly said. 


David gave him a tight smile and, using a foot, he pushed out the chair across from him. Dave finished pulling 


it out and sat down 
"Dav-" 


"Davi-" 


They looked at one another, completely stumped, before breaking down in to laughter. Shaking his head, Dave 
grinned before looking back to David. 


"You first," he said. 
David toyed with his phone. "No, you go first." 


Leaning on the table, he stared at David. He took in the other man's earnest look and the warmth that danced 
in his eyes. He also took in the fear that lay beyond that warmth. Fear of the unknown. Fear of what was to 


come. Fear of things that Dave dared not name. 


"David, please give me a chance. Please. Let me show you my world Let me show you who | am. I'm not going 
to hurt you. I'm not going to leave you stranded. l'm not going to out you to the world or anything like that. All 
| want is someone who loves me for me and allows me to love them for who they are. | don't know what 
you're scared of, or where it's come from. But | will do all that | can to help quash those fears and make you 
as comfortable and as happy as | can" He stretched an arm across the table and gently pried David's right 
hand from his phone. Holding David's hand, he bowed his head and tried to fight the barrage of emotions that 


was swirling through him. 
"Please, David," he continued. "Please don't give up on this yet." 


His words faded and silence fell over them. For a moment Dave fought with the tears that had begun to cloud 
his vision. He lifted his glasses with his free hand and swiped his fingers across his eyes. It seemed like an age 
had passed between them before David gently squeezed his fingers. 


"Dave," the other man softly began, "| am scared, and | feel for the right reasons. You're not just famous. 
You're ultra-famous. Everyone wants to know what's going on in your life. They want every little detail and | 
don't know if I'm ready for that. Don't get me wrong; | like you. | like you a lot. But | don't know how much of 
my freedom that I'm ready to give up in return for that. I'm able to keep most of my life private. If you can 
help preserve that.." 


He looked up and could see his own heartbreak mirrored in David's face. Those hazel eyes shimmered with pain 
and Dave wanted to get up and kiss them away. Bowing his head, he kissed the tips of David's fingers. 


"David, | would walk in to the fires of hell to protect you. That | can promise. And not all of my life is out 
there. Up until recently no one knew that | was gay. They didn't know that my marriage was an illusion, one 
that | cruelly inflicted on a woman who didn't deserve it. The vast majority of people still don't know that I'm 
gay. What would | tell the world if they saw us out together? That you're my friend. How do you think I've 
explained away so many other friendships?" He smiled softly. "It's one of the blessings of being the "nicest guy 
in rock". | can hang out with whoever the fuck | want to hang out with and no one is any the wiser. You'll just 


be the poor sap that | drag around on tour." 


David laughed and Dave felt himself begin to feel a little better. 


"What? Why are you laughing? You've been on tour. You know how boring it can be!" 


David grinned at him. "Yeah, but | doubt that my touring life has been half as spectacular as yours. Tell me, 
Mr Grohl, how many rooftop pool parties have you had in your time?" 


Pulling his hand away from David's, Dave began to playfully count on his fingers before giving up with an over- 
dramatic sigh. "A lot. Why? Haven't you been to one before?" 


"One, Dave. I've been to one," David laughed. "And that was when | was about twenty." 


He gave David his best, and brightest, smile. "In that case, I'll see what | can arrange." 


They wiled away the worst of the day's heat in a steakhouse. Dave felt more relaxed with food in his stomach. 
He was happier and more accepting of David's earlier worries. In the darkened corner of the restaurant, he 
was able to be a little more open, laughing and flirting with the man beside him. When David rested a hand on 
his thigh, Dave could have exploded from the happiness. 


"When do you leave?" David asked. 
"Tomorrow evening. My flight's at eight." 


There was a note of sadness in the air, their upcoming parting feeling all too bittersweet. He'd flown to Phoenix 
to do some work and was leaving without his heart. Instead, it would remain in the hands of a man who needed 
time and space to think about the commitments that he was debating making. Dave knew that David wouldn't 


be so callous as to hurt him but the threat was always there, lingering over him like a storm cloud. 
"I'd like to show you something before you go," David softly said. 


He trailed as they drove back through the city and towards the outskirts. The sun was beginning to dip 
towards the horizon and it was then that David, like himself, lived for the evening. Both of them were 
musicians and their lives were dictated by the rise and fall of the sun. It was only natural that David would be 


more alive as the night began to approach. 


When they pulled in to the nearly empty parking lot of the Desert Botanical Gardens, Dave smiled to himself. 
The sky was beginning to turn beautiful shades of pink and purple and the punishing heat of earlier was dying 
to a warm breeze. Getting out of his car, he waited for David. Leaning against his rental car, Dave watched as 
the other man went through a small, and obvious, ritual before getting out. He gave Dave a smile and gestured 


towards the entrance. 


"You wanted to go out in to the desert. While | can't do that on this trip, | can give you this." 


The gardens were nearly empty and Dave was in his element as they wandered the red dusty path. They took 
in the rolling hills and swathes of cacti and other native plants. Overhead the sky continued to change, rolling 
through a kaleidoscope of colours. He breathed in the dusty air, savouring how it was cooling after another 


long day in the sun. It was tranquil and quiet and oh-so-perfect. 


Rounding a corner, Dave found that they were on a tree lined path. A shiver ran down his spine and, wrapping 
a hand around David's wrist, he gently pulled the other man close. The bassist's eyes were wide and shock 


flickered across his face. 
“There's no one here," Dave murmured. "No one's gonna see us." 


A wicked grin flew across David's lips. "I don't know if I'm worried about anyone seeing you. It's your blatant 


PDAs that are getting to me." 


The smaller man pressed himself close and his eyes all but shone in the light of the dying sun. His arms looped 
around Dave's neck and David's body seemed to fit against his own in a way that the singer could never have 


imagined. 


David drew him closer, his velvety soft lips once more finding Dave's. Holding David close, Dave allowed himself 


to fall a little more in love. 
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hve seen your house so how about you come and see mine? The kids are with their Mom this weekend and Id love 
to cook for you Let me know. 


Dave kept one eye on his meat smoker and the other eye on his phone. The sun was setting and the air was 
filled with a gentle evening warmth as well as the smell of cooking meat. He'd left David behind just a few 
short days previously and, from the moment he'd stepped on to the plane, his heart had started aching. That 
meant something, right? It meant that he liked the guy, right? The question was whether David liked him. 


His phone vibrated and, with his heart in his throat, Dave picked it up. 
Íd love to come and visit. Thank you for inviting me! My flight gets in at 530pm 
With a sigh of relief, Dave hit a quick reply. 


Dont get a rental car. HI come and get you Dont say "But the traffic.. Consider me there! 


He spent the rest of the evening floating around with his head in the clouds. David, the man who'd previously 
said that he wasn't sure if he wanted a relationship with Dave, was flying over to see him. Not only that, but 
he was going to spend a weekend. At Dave's house. 


For the next few days, Dave all but floated around. He was so happy and so deliriously in love. It was a feeling 


that he'd never thought that he'd have again. 


In his dreamy state, he tided the house. Becoming a bachelor again had, in some ways, had a knock on effect on 
his life. Clothes were piled by the washer and the bathrooms needed to be cleaned. Plugholes held clumps of 
dark hair and the dishwasher needed to be emptied He opened the windows and aired out the building as well 
as cleaning the leaves from the pool. For the first time in several months, he retrieved the lawnmower from 
the garage and mowed the slightly overgrown lawn. He wanted the house to look perfect for David, just as 


David's had looked perfect for him. 


When Friday rolled around his stomach was in knots. He felt ill with excitement and cried off a meeting in order 
to get a head start. Taylor had given him a wary look but had said nothing. Dave knew that he was acting out 
of character but he wasn't going to apologise. He was in love and he wanted to be everything that he could be 


for David. 


With the house stocked with food and coffee, Dave began the drive to the airport. He'd decided on taking the 
black Tesla rather than his very obvious and very well known red minivan. At least then he could pick David up 


in peace and put some of the other man's fears about dating the World's Nicest Man to rest. 


He picked his way through the mid-afternoon traffic, his anxious excitement growing with every passing yard. 
David was coming to his. David was coming to spend the weekend. With the airport finally in sight, Dave took 
several deep breaths and pulled in to the cell phone lot. His heart pounded as he waited, his eyes glued to the 
screen of his phone. Had David got on his flight? They hadn't spoken since late the previous evening and David 
had still been coming over. But had he changed his mind? 

Dave let out a relieved sigh when the phone lit up. 

Landed That meat had better be worth coming through LAX for, Grohl. 


Chuckling softly, Dave started the car and silently pulled back out in to the traffic. He rolled around to the 
terminal just in time to see David stepping from the building. With a smile on his face, he rolled to a stop and 
momentarily killed the car's power. He was going to get out and give David a hand with his luggage but the 


older man had already opened the back door and tossed his small carry on in. 
"Dude, seriously," the bassist began. "Is this what | fuckin’ think it is?" 
Dave laughed. "What would that be?" 


The back door was slammed shut shut and the passenger door opened for the smaller man to slide himself in 


to the seat. His eyes were as large as plates as he looked around himself 
"Ive only seen these rolling around the city. Didn't know that you owned one" 
Dave shrugged and his wide smile softened. "Meh, It's a toy. Its fun" 

David laughed as he looked around himself. "Its two hundred grand toy, Dave" 


Starting the car, Dave pulled back in to traffic. "| know you like your gadgets so | thought you might appreciate 
this one." 


The man beside him was silent for a moment before he murmured, "Yeah, yeah, | do. Thank you." 
From the corner of his eye, Dave could see David taking in every aspect of the electric car. He had to admit 
that, for someone who had probably never been up and close and personal with one, they were science fiction 


level kinds of amazing. It was more like driving a video game than being on the crowded streets of LA. 


They meandered their way back in to the hills and along the drive towards his house. As they reached the 


gates, Dave saw David raise an eyebrow. 


"Hideaway," he murmured. 


"Understandable." 


David gave a low whistle as they rolled up the final stretch of the tree lined driveway. "You've done good for 
yourself, Grohl. Really good." 


Dave couldn't help but grin. He'd been desperate to show his house off to David. Not only that, but he wanted 
David to feel at home and as though he was a part of Dave's life. He wanted to make time for the older man 


and let him know that, despite their busy lifestyles, Dave would always be there for him. 


"Five bedrooms, seven bathrooms, and more space than | know what fuckin’ do with right now. I'm tempted to 


downsize." 


David's eyes appeared to be looking out of the car's window. "Don't," came the soft reply. "That view is 


stunning.” 


And it was. It was one of the many reasons that Dave had originally bought the house. Nestled on the side of 
a hill, the garden overlooked the valley below. On a clear day, the view stretched to Downtown LA. 


He watched as David stepped from the car and wandered across the grass and to the chain link fence. He 
allowed the older man to soak in the view and watched as the stress that had been tightening David's 


shoulders visibly melted away. He could make this work. They could make this work. 


After a few moments he wandered up to David and placed a hand in the small of the other man's back "Want 


a coffee" 


David looked at him with a smile. "I'd love one." 


He left David relaxing on the patio as he fired up the smoker. Five days a week he stuffed it full of meat, let it 
marinate, and then stuffed himself stupid. He shouldn't have been surprised that his spare tire was looking a 
little more like a spare eighteen wheeler. And he hoped that David wouldn't mind either. 

"What do you want with your dinner?" 

Down to his left, David leaned back in his chair so that he was looking back at Dave. There was a small smile 
on David's lips. "Well, | was hoping that you'd have some salad or vegetables to go with the half a cow that 
you've shoved in there." 


Dave tried to hide his disgust. Salad?! "| can do salad." 


"That would be great. Thank you. Do you need any help?" 


"Nah. | should be fine." 


David nodded before he leaned back down. Dave watched the back of the older man's head for a moment, 
marvelling at how he was silently taking in the surroundings. He really was a calming presence, something that 


Dave desperately needed in his life. 


Leaving the meat to cook, he grabbed a patio chair and dragged it across the slabs until he was beside David 


The older man gave him a slightly concerned look. 
"Couldn't pick it up?" 

"Why?" Dave shrugged. 

"Seemed like more of an effort that way." 


Dave let his mock-wounded expression paint his face. "Already taking shots at me, Ellefson? And we've been 
dating, what? Three weeks?" 


"Oh, so we're dating now?" David grinned at him. "I thought that you were just after me for my coffee and 
that | was after you for your cooking skills?" 


That cut a little deeper than Dave expected and his expression must have changed because David placed his 
mug on the ground and stood up. The older man moved to stand in front of him and reached out to place a 


hand on Dave's cheek. 
"Hey," David murmured. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to hurt you." 
"You didn't hurt me." 


"| did. | can see it on your face." Arms wrapped around him and pulled him closer. Dave allowed himself to sink 
in to the other man's embrace, his head resting against David's shoulder. The older man smelled warm. He 


smelled of home and baking and coffee and.. safety. "I'm sorry, Dave." 


‘Its okay," he quietly replied. He could feel the hurt that had burned through him begin to cool. He'd been 


worried for a moment. Worried that David's insecurities were manifesting in sarcasm and snarky comments. 


‘I'm not gonna hurt you," David whispered. Lips danced over his hair and pressed kisses to his temple. Dave 


shivered at them, enjoying the momentary contact. "I'm not gonna hurt you. I'm not gonna hurt you." 


Night had long since fallen and, with a stomach full of food and his voice rasping from all the conversation, 
Dave stretched and yawned. Crickets clicked around the yard and the air was still warm. Beside him David was 


curled on a chaise lounge and watching the dying flames of the fire pit. 
"Its so beautiful out here,” David whispered. 


Dave chuckled. Their words from earlier in the day had all but been forgotten as their stomachs had filled 
with good food and their minds had filled with thought provoking conversation. "Why are you whispering?" 


David looked at him, his smiling face lit by the flickering flames. "Because | can," he replied with a comical stage 


whisper. 


Reaching over, Dave rested a hand on the other man's thigh. "Thanks for coming out here. | really appreciate 


it" 


The older man broke in to a smile and his hand came to rest on Dave's. "Thank you for having me. It really is a 
beautiful place that you have. Don't get me wrong. | love living where | live. But this place is incredible. | love 
the feeling of being in the middle of nowhere." 


"Yeah, it is pretty amazing. And it's one of the reasons that | bought it. But you must have lived in places like 
this when you lived in LA?" 


David shook his head before brushing a handful of hair from before his eyes. "No. | mainly lived down in 
Hollywood. Remember that | was a junkie at the time and this was the 80's so if you wanted drugs you either 
had to be close to the centre or be somewhere easily accessible. And because we were hardcore users as 


opposed to casual ones, we weren't keen on moving away from the centre of the city." 


Dave nodded and tried to look composed. Inside he was screaming, terrified for the man who sat beside him. 
What a start he'd had in life. And to survive it all had been a miracle. It was no wonder that David had sought 
out a higher power to keep him on the straight and narrow. "Good point. But I'm glad you're clean now. That 
must have been a battle, huh?" 


"It was, especially with Mustaine and his constant visits to rehab. It was hard. So hard. And l'm glad it's all 


over now." David gave him a wry smile. 


They were quiet for a moment, just basking in the serene sound of popping flames. Finally Dave straightened 
up. 


"What do you say we put that out and go to bed?" Dave murmured. 
David's smile was still in place. "I'd like that" 
Dave extinguished the fire, watching as David leaned against the door of the house. Once he was done, the 


smaller man met him and gave him the gentlest of kisses. He could feel his heart swelling. David was in his 


house. Not only that but David was staying the night. 


As they reached the base of the stairs, Dave paused and gave the older man's hand a squeeze. "Do you trust 


me?" 

“Trust you how?" 

"To look after you and love you. To not put you in to harm's way. | know that you worry and-" Dave sighed 
and ran his free hand through his hair. "You think I'm going to force you to come out of the closet. But I'm 
not. | don't want you to do that. That's a decision for you to make. If you want To come out, you do so in your 
own time in the same way that I'll pick the time when | choose to step out. But we'll do it together. I'm not 
gonna force you or push you to make that decision. If one of us isn't ready, we wait.” 

He watched as David relaxed. His shoulders appeared to become looser and he leaned against the dark wood 
bannister. David's eyes flicked to him and then to the paintings his daughters had stuck to the walls before 


moving back again. 


"Yes," David softly replied. "| trust you with everything that | have. | know that you're not going to hurt me, in 
the same way that I'm not going to hurt you.” 


Dave smiled and leaned in to kiss the other's cheek. "Thank you." 

He let the older man ascend the stairs first, watching as he disappeared in to the guest room. The door clicked 
shut and Dave felt his heart still a little. Maybe tonight wasn't the night that they'd do something Maybe 
tonight was just another night of them sitting on the border of being friends and lovers. 

He was just changing in to pyjamas when he heard a knock at the door. 

"Yeah?" 

"Mind if | come in?" David called from the other side. 


Dave felt his heart begin to beat faster. Pulling up the worn flannel pants, he replied, "Sure." 


The door creaked open and David leaned against the frame, a small smile on his lips. "Want to show me your 


room?" 


The older man was dressed in soft checked pants and a matching button down shirt. He'd tied his hair in to the 


nap of his neck and, to Dave, he looked adorable. 
"'d-yeah-l'd love to show you around." 


David stepped in to the room with bare feet and Dave did all that he could to contain a soft moan. The older 
man looked around himself, taking in the white walls and black furniture. His eyes fell on to the Art Deco lamp 


beside the bed and he appeared to be unable to help himself as he reached out and ran his fingers over the 
glass shade. Finally he stopped to take in the black leather covered sleigh bed, its thick mattress piled with 
pillows and covers. 

Its a really nice house.” 


"I try," Dave softly replied. 


He toyed with the hem of the comfortable Slayer shirt that he routinely wore to bed, nervous at what was 
going through David's head. The older man obviously picked up on it and smiled softly. "What's wrong?" 


Dave shook his head. "I-l'm not sure. | mean, yeah, I'm a little nervous. You're here, in my room, looking un- 


fuck-ing believably adorable in your pyjamas and I'm not sure what your motives are." 
"Just wanted to look around," David quietly replied. "But I'll go back to the guest room if you like." 
Dave mewled softly. "Please don't do that. Please don't mess with my heart like that." 


He closed his eyes as David stepped closer. He moaned softly as a hand touched his cheek Suddenly their roles 


were reversed and it was David who was doing the chasing. 
"As much or as little as you want, Dave," the older man murmured. 


Reaching out, he rested a hand on the back of David's neck and drew him closer. "Kiss me, David. Spend the 
night kissing me." 


An arm went around his waist, holding him tight, as lips brushed against his own. Dave let out a low sigh and 
pressed himself closer to David. He felt safe in the other man's arms. Safe and wanted and needed. He wanted 
to please David. Wanted to make him the happiest that he'd ever been. But he knew that it couldn't be at the 


expense of the comfort of either of them. 

Lie on the bed with me," he whispered "Let me hold you all right long.’ 

He felt David smile against his lips before he stepped away. The other man moved around the bed and sank 
into its depths. There was a smile on his lips and his hair was spread over the white pillow. He lifted an arm 
and gestured to Dave, inviting him closer. 

Dave was only too happy to join him, pouncing on to the bed and covering David's face with kisses. Beneath him, 
the older man laughed and squirmed, his hands fighting with Dave as he playfully tried to push the younger 


man away. 


"You're silly," David panted. 


"Hey, if it makes you laugh." 


He settled down beside the other man and slid a hand to the back of David's neck He could feel himself relaxing 


as he once more handed himself over to the older man. 


Their kisses were gentle and slow, hands roaming along the other's back as they pressed themselves closer. 


Dave heard himself purr as fingers knotted in his hair. 
"This feels so good," he purred. 


He felt David smile and the older man parted his lips and pressed his tongue against Dave's. The dark haired 
man willingly gave it up, opening his mouth and letting David taste him. He returned the gesture, his own hands 
tugging the elastic from David's hair. He tangled his hands in the older man's thick, blonde hair. As their kiss 
deepened he heard David moan and felt him rock his hips. Opening an eye, Dave looked down and was a little 
shocked to see just how aroused the other man was. The tip of his cock was poking through the flap of his 


pyjamas and pre-come was pooling from the slit. 


Truth be told, Dave was feeling it himself. His own cock was pressed against the fabric of his pyjama pants, 
tightening them and tickling his sensitive flesh. He wanted nothing more than to whip it out and rub himself 
against the other man until he shuddered to orgasm. But if David wasn't saying anything then he wasn't going 
to either. Instead, he tightened his grip on the other man's head and deepened the kiss. 


Yet he couldn't ignore the soft moans and quiet gasps that left David's lips. He couldn't ignore the way that 
the other man's body melted against his own And he couldn't ignore the fire that was burning in his stomach. 
It was a fire that tightened in his groin and pushed him closer to the edge. 

"David," he whispered. 

The older man looked at him with glazed hazel eyes. His lips were parted and plump with bruises and his blonde 
hair streaked his face. Moving his hand from the back of David's head, Dave whispered his fingers over the 
other man's face, taking in the rise of his cheeks and brushing the strands of sticky hair back. 

"Can | touch you?" he softly asked. "Can | make you come?" 

He knew that it was something that David had been holding back on. Barriers had been there, preventing David 
from getting in touch with his heart and Dave knew that unless one of them stepped over the barriers then 


they'd spend eternity dancing around one another. And he wanted more with David. So very much more. 


David lazily closed his eyes before smiling and opening them again. He gave a small nod and leaned in closer to 


give Dave another kiss. 


"I'd love you to," he quietly replied. 


Returning the kiss, Dave let his hand trail down David's lithe body and to his groin. His fingers tickled over the 
head of the other man's cock, brushing away the pre-come and teasing him with the gentlest of touches. 
David's soft moans brushed over his lips and the older man rolled his hips to meet the hand that so tenderly 
touched him. Dave could barely contain his own groans and he pressed himself deeper in to the bed. He would 
pleasure David first and if anything else happened.. well, he'd enjoy it. If not, there would be other nights of 
fooling around. At least, he hoped there would be. 


"Dave." David's voice was as gentle as a summer's breeze and was filled with lust and longing. 


Dave could feel more pre-come, thick and warm, trickling from the head and over his fingers. From the way 
David's body was moving, he could tell that the older man was closing in on his orgasm. He moved his fingers 
lower and tucked them in to David's pyjama pants in order to tickle along the other man's shaft. David was 
bigger than Dave had thought he would be and it made his stomach tighten in the most delicious way. 


His lips whispered to the corner of David's mouth. "Come for me," he murmured. "I want to feel you come." 


He took in the older man's face, revelling in the way that David was lost to his lust. His eyes were closed and 
his lips were parted as he occasionally gave Dave feather soft kisses. David's hips rolled and his cock bobbed 
against Dave's wandering fingers. He made no move to wrap his hand around David, instead teasing the older 

man with barely-there touches and gentle passes over the head. Without warning, David tightened and gave a 


low groan as his seed sprayed along Dave's arm. 


He continued to touch David as the older man rode out his orgasm, his body continuing to tremble and twitch 


as the pleasure raced through his veins. Eventually, hazel eyes looked at him and David leaned in for a kiss. 
He returned the kiss before beginning to pull away. "l'm gonna go and clean up." 


Fingers wrapped around his arm and Dave gave a gasp of surprise as David lowered his mouth to his come- 
covered arm and slowly began to clean away all that he'd left behind. His hazel eyes were forever on Dave's, 
no doubt registering the shock and excitement that flashed through them. David's tongue dancing along his 
sensitive inner arm was enough to drive him crazy and Dave pushed his free hand between his legs to squeeze 


his balls. When David's hand gently wrapped around his wrist and pulled his hand away, Dave could have cried. 
"Let me take care of you," the older man purred. 

"l-David" Dave swallowed around the lump that had suddenly formed in his throat. David's barriers may have 
come down and left a sultry, slutty man in their wake but his? His were still there in one form or another. 
Sure, he'd instigated making David come. But what about himself? He wanted it. Wanted it so badly. But would 
David return if Dave gave him everything in one go? "I don't know-" 


David's grip loosened on his wrist and the older man sat back on his heels. "Don't know what?" 


He curled his hands in to fists as though that would hide some of the embarrassment that he was suddenly 


feeling. "l-I don't want to, you know, give you everything in one go." 
Dave sighed and lowered his head, waiting for David to laugh at him or, worse, walk out. 


Instead, he felt a gentle hand on his cheek. "Dave, you're not giving me everything. And why would it worry you 
if it did?" 


Tears prickled his eyes and he kept them turned down to the bed. "Because I'm scared that you'll walk out and 
never come back," he softly confessed. "David, | like you a lot and I'm scared that you'll get your kicks and walk 


away from me. And | can't take that. | can't." 


Damn. He sounded like a sixteen year old virgin. Which, in essence, he was. He'd fallen in love far faster than 
he'd thought he would and now he was having to deal with the fall out of those emotions. He could remember 
it all so well. His first love, who'd walked out on him. His second love, who'd also done the same. His wife, who'd 
walked out when Dave had admitted to her that he was living in the closet. She had come back, but only for 
the sake of the children while they worked through their divorce. And now he was in the same spot again 


having fallen in love far too quickly. 


Fingers tickled beneath his chin and scratched at his beard, gently urging him to look up. David's eyes were 
filled with love and compassion "Dave, l'm not going to do that. I'm not going to walk out on you. I'm not the 
kind of person who'll take everything and leave you wondering what happened. Please let me do this for you." 
Lips whispered against his own, giving him the gentlest of kisses as he was urged back to the bed. "Let me do 
this." 


Dave nodded and allowed himself to be laid on the bed. "Please," he murmured. "Please make me feel good" 


David's kisses were deep and insistent as his hands roamed over Dave's body. They felt so good as they dipped 
beneath the hem of the worn black shirt and skimmed across the dip in his back. They moved lower and gently 
clasped his ass before one worked its way to his groin. Strong, calloused fingers closed over his erection and 
Dave let a low groan fill David's mouth. He felt the older man smile against his lips and the heel of David's hand 
began to work back and forth, rubbing the soft material against his sensitive flesh. Dave could do little more 
than shudder as he wound his arms around David's waist and held on. He was in David's hand, his body at the 
other man's command. No longer could he control what happened. David seemed to be owning and controlling 


him and, oddly, Dave was okay with that. 


His head swam as a million feelings swirled through him. All of them were underwritten by the heady, velvety 
wave of lust. He could stay in that headspace all night, just enjoying all that was being done to him. 


David's fingers flexed around him, teasing the head and soaking the pre-come into the fabric of his pants 
before moving lower and wrapping around the shaft. They tickled and teased and made his flesh tingle. Dave 
rolled his hips, lifting them from the bed and pressing them closer to David as he gave another moan. His 
voice, to him, sounded deep and guttural, full of need and longing. He'd been jerking off whenever he could. But 
there was nothing like the hands of another riding over his body. 


He felt David shift slightly, the older man burying his head in Dave's hair. His lips kissed along Dave's throat 
and to the curve behind his ear. Another whine whispered from his lips and Dave felt himself melting in to the 
bed. David's talented hands kept up their slow ministrations, the burn in Dave's groin growing with each passing 
moment. He wanted David to speed up, to squeeze, to stroke, to pinch. But, at the same time, Dave was 
enjoying the slowness of it all. He was enjoying savouring that slow build, knowing that, at some point, his 


orgasm would snap and send him to a whole different place. 
"David," he whispered. "Feels so good. Don't stop. Make me come." 


The older man pressed a kiss to the shell of his ear before softly replying, "I'm going to. Going to make you 
see stars." 


"Good. Wanna see stars. Wanna see the whole universe." 

He felt David smile against his ear. Dave bit his lower lip and groaned as his head rolled back. The teasing was 
becoming infuriating but it was so delicious. He didn't want it to end. Didn't want to have to come down from 
the high that he was riding. 

The swirl in his groin knotted and tightened and, arching his neck, Dave growled. He was so close and everything 
came into sharp focus as David's hand wrapped around the base of his cock. Stars burst behind his eyes as 
his warm seed soaked his pants. 

He lay still for several minutes as he tried to regain control of his body, and his mind. He wasn't sure what 
had just happened but it had completely rocked his world. Someone was taking the time to get to know him, to 
learn what made him happy, and what brought him pleasure. He wasn't just another notch on the bedpost or a 


drunken date. He was somebody to someone. 


Opening his eyes, he looked around and found David propped up on an elbow beside him. Happiness danced 
through the other man's eyes before David leaned in for a kiss. 


"That was good," Dave softly said. "So fuckin’ good. Thank you." 

"Why are you thanking me?" 

He shrugged. "Because no one's done that in a really long time." 

David raised an eyebrow. "Seriously?" 

"Seriously. It's nice to - you know - have someone." Dave sighed and shrugged again. "Take an interest in me." 


‘lm sure a lot of people take an interest in you." 


"| do but" He squirmed in an attempt to get comfortable before sliding from the bed. Kicking off his pants, he 
found a clean pair and pulled them on. "They only tend to want me so that they can have their "moment" or 
use me for something. It's been a long time since someone took the time to learn about you me. You know, the 


little things. Like how | like my coffee. Or how to touch me." 
He turned back to the bed and found David smiling up at him. The older man looked relaxed in himself, oozing a 
subtle confidence that, at that moment, Dave wished he possessed. There had been so many shitty dates and 


so many snide comments that he didn't know if he'd ever find the confidence to be the person that he knew he 
was supposed to be. 


David gestured him closer. "Come back to bed, Dave. Let me show you that someone does want to be 


interested in you. Come and tell me about what you'd like for lunch tomorrow.’ 
Crawling on to the bed, he pouted. "Why?" 


David's smile widened to a grin. "Because | might just make it for you, that's why." 


